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thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true andpcrfe<ft 
image of life indeecLThe better part of valour is Dilcrction; in 
the which better part I havefaved my life.Zounds 5 I amafeard 
of this gunpowder Percy, though he be deadihow if hcfhould 
counterfeit too, and rife ? by my faith I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore i’le make him fure;yea 
and i’le fweare I flew him. Why may not he rifeafwell as I ? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody fees-me .• therefore 
firra.with a new wound in your thigh , come you along with 
me. 

He takes up Hotffur on his backe . Enter 'Prince and 
Itrhn of Lancajier. 

Prm. Come 3 brother IohnjaiW bravely halt thou flefht 
Thymayden Sword. 

Ioh». But foftj who have wc hccre ? 

Did you not tell me this fit man was dead ? 

Trin. I did, I few him dead, 

Breathlcffc,and bleeding onihe ground. Art thou alive? 

Or is it fantafie that playes upon our eye-fight ? 

I prethec fpeake, wc will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

FalfNo, that’s certainc, I am not a double man : but if I be 
not / ache FalJiajfejthen am I a Jacke:there is Percy jf your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour , fo : if not, let him flay the next 
Perc y himfelfe:I Iooke to be cither Earle or Dukc,I canalfurc 
you. 

Trin\Nhy, Percy I flew my felfe, and faw thee dead. 

FalfX)i<m thou ? Lord,Lord, how the world is given to 
lying II graunt you, I was downed out ofbreath,and fo«was 
he,but 'wc rofc both at an inftant, and fought a long hourc by 
Shrewsbury c ldtke,ifl may be belecved,fo:if not, let them that 
fliould reward Valour, bearethe finne upon their own heads, 
lie take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh 
ifthc man were alive, and woud deny it, gonads I will make 
him eate a peecc of my Sword. 

ib^.This is the ftrangeft tale that ever I heard. 

‘TVmv.This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother John. 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your backe. 

For 



jnenry ine rmrut. 

For my part, if a lie w ill doe thee grace , 
Tleguilditwiththehappieft terrnes I have. 

A retreate is founded, v 

Prin .The Trumpet founds retreat, the day is out s : 
Come,brother, let’s to the higheft of the Field , 

To fee what friends arc living, who are dead . £xemt. 

FaI.YXz follow, as they fay,for reward:He that rewards me, 

God reward him.Ifl do grow great, i’le grow leffe : for i’le 

purge and leave Sackc,and live cleancly a Nobleman fhould 
doe. Exit. 

The Trumpets found, enter the Kirns, Prince of W ales y Lord 
John s/Xancaftcr, Earle «/Wdfm:rland,wi^ 
Worcefter and Vernon prif oners. 

King, Thus ever did rebellion ftnde rebuke ; . 

Ill-fpirited fVorceflerjiid not we lend grace, 

Pardon and termes of love to all ofyou ? 

And wouldft thou tume our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? 

Three Knights upon our party flay ne to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe. 

Had been alive this houre. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truely borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

(For. What I have done , my fafety urg’ d me to. 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoyded, it fals on me. 

King. Beare (Force (ler to the death, and Vernon too ; 

Other offenders we w ill paufe upon . 

How goes the Field ? 

Trin.Thc noble Scot Lord Howglas, when he faw 
The fortune ofrhe day turn’ d quite from him, 

The nobl e Percy flay ne and all his men , 

FJpon the foote of feare, filed with the reft : - 
And falling from a hill , he was fo bruiz’d, 

That rh e purfuers tooke him. At my T ent 
The Dowglas is,and I befeechyour Grace, 

I-may dilpofeofliim; 
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